look after them till the war is over." She took back the picture
and hid it again. The way she did this gave me the feeling that it
would be a long time before she looked at it again. She has asked
for work right away, lots of work, dangerous work. I said I would
think it over. I know she can do a lot and do it well. I must find
the best possible use for her. Meanwhile she is staying at the

chateau.

*

Examined many reports.

For the people in the resistance the margin of life is constantly
growing narrower. The Gestapo arrests multiply and the German
courts impose the death sentence more and more rigorously. And
now the French police automatically surrender the Frenchmen
they hold whenever the enemy demands it. Before there was
prison, the concentration camp, forced domicile, or even a simple
warning from the authorities. To-day it is nearly always death,
death, death.

But on our side we kill, kill, kill.

The French were not prepared, not disposed to kill. Their
temperament, their climate, their country, the state of civilisation
they had reached turned them away from bloodshed. I remember
how difficult it was for us, in the first period of the resistance, to
contemplate murder in cold blood, ambush, planned assassination.
And how difficult it was to recruit people for this. No question of
any such repugnance now. Primitive man has reappeared in
France, The Frenchman kills to protect his home, his daily bread,
his loved ones, his honour. He kills every day. He kills the German,
the German's accomplice, the traitor, the informer. He kills for a
reason and he kills by reflex. I would not say that the French
people have grown hard, but their edge has been sharpened.

Coming from Paris, Mathilda travelled a part of the way with
the dowager Countess at whose house the chief used to go and
listen to music. The Countess had with her a young British
machine-gunner, who had been in hiding until then. In changing
trains they had to spend two hours in a waiting-room. Suddenly
there was an inspection of identity papers. The Englishman had
none. He did not know a word of French, The old lady made him
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